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WmAL)UCLSA 2L 7 YOU 
la Duchesse de 
Grand Concours 





The magnificent family seat 

of the Grand Concours family 
at 3294 Grand Concours. 
Before her marriage, Madame 
la Duchesse was a Miss Gritsech, 
of the Avenue B Gritschs. 





| THINK the thing you 


One little sip is a nose dive into 
noticed first about her was the 


the Fountain of Youth. Yeah, you 
chameleon-like splendor of her said it.” 
hair—red today, blonde tomorrow. 
She was like a fulsome sketch by 


Zorn as she sat there, so lovely, 


Have you too discov- 
ered that the way to in- 
expensive hospitality is 
so regal, so eye-filling in the over- by “making your own” 


stuffed chair of her suite. Though with Red Lion? Simple, 


[ knew that to hundreds of friends, ca meme. One interro- 
she was, simply,“ Babe”, I scarcely gates oneself of one’s 
dared ask the question I had come 
to ask: 

“So how you like New York, 


eh?” 


“New York? But certainly! Your 


grocer or druggist. That 
one having it not, one 


throws oneself into a 





furie of the most violent 


until he posts his order. 
buildings they are so handsome, Or one transcribes with 
your women they are so high 





all speed a letter to 





and sO0=— 

“But your extravagance, it is mad!” “Yes,” I breathed, breathlessly. W. A. TAYLOR & CO., Ine. 
she interrupted herself, stamping her “We use the so exquisite Red Lion 12 Vestry Street New York City 
pretty foot. “Quelle folie that you Flavors. For 50¢ in your money, one 


should have the ingredients of your buys oneself enough to flavor a—how R r he a: 4 ab w 
hospitality brought to the door by a ’ 


you say, gallon?—ah, oui, IMITATION 


colporteur. In my country, we have so gallon. They are Gin, Rye, Scotch, ete. 





much more of the wisdom—” delicious,those, “¥ 


Cooking Flavors 





bottles, incubator fashion. This ar- 
rangement is completely synthetic and 
is an improvement over Mr. Shaw’s 
method where we all born full- 
grown in enormous eggs, laid Lord 
knows by what monster. 

Once the child spends its 
early years in erotic play. It 


are 


born, 





gets 
moral education thru a process known 
as sleep-teaching. Children, of course, 
are born unequal: they are conditioned 
in early years to different castes. Some 


\ 











to work the machines, some to white LE 

collaritis, and some to Alpha-Plus or ME 

Phi Beta Kappaism. This condition- BE 

ing process is horribly satirical. a 

Of age, the Huxley adult never wor- LZ 

° . . ° ‘ ~ 

Yo NG Mr. Huxley (Aldous to you), "€s- All pain is abolished. Comes — 
he with the blue ribbon mental the faintest touch of the blues, he a 


intellectual dullard, 
filled with dryness and dust, whose 
works give the brains the bellyache. 
Not at all. His is the most democratic 
He fills 
intellectual in 
substance, with good libidinous action 


pedigree, is no 


intelligence that ever lived. 
his pages, hopelessly 
(even the common people enjoy it), 
and ties gaily colored balloons to his 
dialectic. Playing the sevaphone, he 
appeals to the mind. He is a lecherous 
Socrates. He goes great with the un 
of the lead 
ing members of the group, we ought to 
know. 


Now Mr. Huxley, in his role of in- 


intelligentsia. Being one 


tellectual Barnum, has pulled from 
his scholar’s mortarboard a three-ring 
circus of a book called “Brave New 
World.” A book designed to turn 


critics on the ear, get them to spread 
themselves with fine, brave. clever 
writing like this (Oh, yeah? Where?) 
ind make everyone sit up and take a 
lot more notice. 
“Brave New 
ley’s Utopia. 


World” is Mr. Hux- 
‘ But it’s different from 
ill the Utopias you've ever known, 
even if it echoes Mr. Shaw’s six-day 
marathon one of a few years back. It 
is a satirical Utopia, 1932 style—a 
Model-T Utopia, designed, dedicated, 
ind built by Ford. Utopias, you know, 
like everything else, keep step with 
the times. What seemed Utopian to 
Plato, More, Samuel Butler or Mr. 
Guinzberg on Houston Street in 1904 
is outdated today. Presumably, and 
quite possibly, the world has taken no- 
tice of its past defects and has rem- 
edied them. 1932 
problems. 

Thus, 
rived some distance (thru tremendous 
travail, Ford, and Freud) into the 
honeyed land of material happiness. 
Mr. Huxley goes on to show, in his 
most brilliant and fantastic way, the 
ultimate end of such strivings, pre- 
senting the advantages and disadvan- 
tages of such a world. 

In Model-T Utopia (Mr. Huxley 
will call it T Model—but then, he is 
an Englishman) we are all born in 


presents its own 


our civilization, having ar- 


takes a pill that fills him with happi- 
ness, without any psychopathic after- 


effects. There is no marriage (which 


goes without saying), everyone be- 
longs to everyone else: love being 
beautifully universal. All travel is 


done by helicopter and rocket; they 
play electro-magnetic golf; listen to 


synthetic ear-and-eye music; and, 
for sheer entertainment, take in the 
Feelies. 

Into this rose-colored milk-choco- 


late setting, Huxley introduced a Man 


of Yesterday, someone like you and | 


us. This fellow’s attempts to prac- 
tice his old-fashioned ideas on love 
and other things end disastrously, 


furnishing the provocative action of 
the story for such a world in the read- 
er’s mind. 


r. Huxviey’s Utopia has its g 1 | 
M t opia has its gooc 


points and its bad. Unquestion- 
ably we all want happiness, freedom 
from mental rats, and the 
grime in the corners of life. Mr. Hux- 
ley shows it as we may yet have it. But 
it is all so dependent on synthesis; it 
is all so devoid of natural richness; 
it is all so sterile; 


megrims, 


so phony; so self- 
indulgent ; so concrete and unmystical ; 
so three-dimensional—it wouldn’t be 
worth the salt. It would be the world 
of Synthetic Man; the world where 
everyone has what he wants. 

It would be like that play which 
took place in Hell. Curiously, every- 
one had everything he wanted—in the 
Mohammedan heaven style. When one 
of the inmates protested one day that 
such indulgence was beginning to pall, 
the Devil pointed out, “Certainly, 
that’s why it’s Hell!” 

Anyway, it’s a great book, probably 
the best Huxley has yet done. His 
satire has never been brighter. His 
observation on what’s what is sharper; 
his skill at 


keener. 


dissecting our world is 
We think, even with its slight 
the revealing some 
of his own personal weaknesses, it is 
a brave, new book that will take its 
place next to Plato and Butler. 
—Terp SHANE 


sense of author 
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COLLEGE INE 
Omarto wuie 

COCKTAIL 


EET the 1932 model College Inn 
M Tomato Juice Cocktail — the orig- 
inal—now, better than ever, thanks to 
the new exclusive *Hi-Vita process. 


Better because: 


* Hi-Vita process preserves the flavor 

and the vitamins in tomato juice to 

| a degree never before known. Per- 

mits the extraction of air—air is 

the thief of flavor; air also destroys 
vitamins 


* Also a new, improved cap—easily 
removed —quickly replaced. 


| This brand new model of College Inn 
|is the smoothest, most full-bodied, 
| full-flavored tomato juice cocktail on 
| the market today. 

Try it! Discover for yourself how 
really fine it is. At your dealer’s. 


*Hi-Vita Process—after the juice has been pressed 
out of the fresh, ripe tomatoes it is pumped into 
vacuum tanks, mounted on steel towers, 100 
feet above the ground. There the juice is sub- 
jected to a 29-inch vacuum—a light bulb, al- 
most a perfect vacuum, is only 30 inches. 


College Inn 


THE ORIGINAL 
TOMATO JUICE 
COCKTAIL 


CoLLeEGE INN Foop Propuwcts Co, 


Hotel Sherman ...... Chicago 
415 Greenwich St. , , . New York 
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Let your cyes 
SHARE 
your 
RELAXATION 


JHEN you relax in comfort beneath th 
\ light of General Electric Mazpa lamps you 
are availing yourself of the finest man-mad 
lighting in the world, perfected for your use by 
the expenditure of a million dollars a year in 
research. The use of General Electric Mazpa 
lamps exclusively in your home insures easier 
seeing for the whole family. And in_ using 
General Electric Mazpa lamps you will be truly 
economizing on both eyesight and money, for as 
the standards of efficient performance of General 
Electric Mazpa lamps have risen, so their price 
has decreased. General Electric Company, Nela 
Park, Cleveland, Ohio. 


GENERA L@ ELECTRIC 
MAZDA LAMPS 
















9” 








“ee 





os <b latina ai 











©Ocie 145720'FER 


= 





shee 
hee 


Jack SHuTTLEWoRTH, Editor 


GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


RicHARD J. WALSH 





Sipney S. Lenz, Contributing Editors 


JUDGING THE NEWS 





A* Ohio man who can speak six 
7 languuges recently married a wo- 
man who can speak three. That’s 
larn good handicapping. 


HAT cart-away-the-fixtures order 
adopted by Prohibition raiders isn’t 
i new idea. Hotel guests have been 


doing it for years. 


ANv our vote this year goes to the 
; party that has a plank in its plat- 


form abolishing campaign songs. 


editorial office, 18 Fast 48th Street, New York, N. ¥ 








A,cconsine to the Herald Tribune, 
. the first bathtub used in America 
was one imported by Eli Whitney. 
No doubt that’s what he made the 
cotton gin in. 


fh coxomy moves will probably in- 
4 spire a change in Herbert Hoo- 

ver’s nickname from ““The Great En- 

gineer’”’ to “The Great Fireman.” 


[ steer reports show that peace is 
+ still raging in the Far East. 


At least the Manchurian situation 
- has solved the question of what to 
do with unemployed ultimatum writers. 


TH estimate was made recently, 
that $250,000.000 a year is spe nt 
for bridge. This includes chairs and 


tables, but not oranges and gin. 


A ND we are thinking of inviting a 
. prominent personage to open the 
Spring season in our new house, by 


tossing out the first canvasser. 
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“—-And remember, folks, this war comes to you through the courtesy of Goodie Gumdrops.” 
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“Just think. in two years you'd be on Easy Street!’ 


Dark Horses of 1932 


MBASSADOR Gasper Snubb, Republi- 
A can. Appointed by Pres. McekKin- 


levy in 1899. Re-appointed by Pres. 
Roosevelt and eve ry other President 
since, as he is better off where he is. 
Urged the use of United States ma- 
rines to protect American lives and 
property in Santa Arnica and then 
cabled for missionaries to protect th 
marines. Advocates a closer union be 
tween the United States and South 
America, even to the extent of filling 
in the Panama Canal. 

Ambassador Snubb seems to us to 
be the ideal candidate for his party’s 
nomination. His foreign policy can be 
reduced to two words—‘Search me.” 
It is known that he would reorganize 
the legislative branch of the govern- 
ment and he favors morning sessions 
of Congress, thus leaving the afternoon 
for siestas. Having seen the benefits 
of periodic revolutions in Latin Amer 
ican countries, he thinks the idea 
should be adopted by Americans. On 
his last visit to this country he had to 
be assured by administration officials 
that we are having Prohibition. Up to 
that time he thought it was all news- 
paper talk. 

In addition to all his above qualifi 
cations, Ambassador Snubb makes a 
promise that is unique in the long his 
tory of American politics. If elected. 
he promises to establish the capital of 
the United States in Santa Arnica. 


Dana L. Corte 
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Retreat 
Tet latest Japanese advance not 


only forced the Chinese back sev 
eral miles, but it also drove the Sea 


bury Investigation back to Page 5. 


At least, the foreign countries 
won't start another World War whil 
it’s so evident that America hasn’t got 
the money to pay for it. . 


Oil in the Hudson River is said to 
be exterminating the fish. Perhaps the 
i rive r could bye re stocke d Ww ith sardine S. 





A radio magazine complains that 
modern crooners no longer sound like 
crooners. This seems a step in the 
right direction. 


New York has had an Auto Show % 
and a Motor Boat Show, but what the 
crowds want is a Shoe Show. 
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Holl, wood cures == May all your 
husbands be acrobats! 
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1 *d—m*!*! it! I told you I didn’t know how to 


operate one of these d—— things! 
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Home Town Items 
y: Scribe hears rumors that Miss 
\ 


Agatha Bittle is engaged to Soak 
Sturgeon. If it’s so, we congratulate 
Soak. If it’s not, we congratulate Agatha. 


Shep Tatum, who is now an author, 


will address The Swampbogg Literary 


Society next week on, “How I Sold That 


Joke To The Smoke house Weekly.” 


Mrs. Joe Snupp tried to think up a 
Hattering epitaph for her late husband's 
tombstone, but this was the best she 
could do: “He Knew How To Play 


Seven Kinds of Solitaire.” 


Soak Sturgeon has written a new song 
ibout straying husbands entitled, “ You'r 
My Everything, But I Love a Parade 


The Goose Ankle Weekly quote s Chris 
Lucas as saving, “Hoover will be re 
elected. I'll bet my head against a 
nickel.” The headline says: ‘“‘Lueas 
Wants Five-To-One Odds.” 


“The future looks mighty dark.” Says 
Gloomy Graves, “———now that Senator 
Ike Botts holds the destiny of this dis 
trict in the hollow of his head.” 


Mote Connors savs that the question. 
Formal or informal?’, in Goose Anklk 
society, means, “With or without a 


shave,” —Barrit Paynt 
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JUDGING 


By 
Joe Williams 


Gibbons? Chances are he’d 
be too busy to take you 
around to the jernts. A 








A nistixat isHED bunch of us plumb- 
** ers were sitting around the Har- 
vard club the other day talking about 
prize-fighting—or should I say, the 
manly art of self-defense? 

One of the boys—I forget whether 
it was Aloysius T. Moriarty or Reggie 
Von Elkins, 1l—lifted his regal beak 
out of a musty tome dealing with the 
exaggerated mockeries of mock-turtle 
soup and asked: 

“Why is it that no college man has 
ever become a great fighter?” 

This definitely was a leading ques- 
tion, and while it is not considered 
proper to lead with a question, or a 
right, in the ring, it nevertheless was 
an interrogative challenge that no 
pink-cheeked, blue-eyed Nordic would 
allow to pass unheeded. 

After all, college men, and especial- 
ly college athletes, have done every- 
thing else. Or just about, anyway. 
What was crooning as an industry be- 
fore Yale got behind the low-geared 
tonsils of the microphones? Where 
would camel-hair topcoats be if it 
were not for the first-year men, and 
Blotz, Blotz, and Blotz? Who was it 
that put camelot in its deserved 
sphere—and what is its deserved 
sphere? 

This could go on for vears. But 
where would it get you? Probably in 
Manchuria. And who wants to go 
there? Suppose you did meet Floyd 


man who is putting on a 
war through the courtesy 
of Mr. Hearst and the 
copyright owners has lit- 
tle time to spend with Ohio 
tourists. 

Personally, I prefer 
Lake Placid. Of course I 
wouldn’t want to be there 
during the Olympics again 
on account that I am a per- 
son who is firmly opposed 
to dissension, conflict and 
rancor. What I like about 
Lake Placid is that you 
can go out in the back yard and pick 
cracked ice off the geranium plants, 
and this is one respect in which old 
mother nature, as I like to call her, 
in my droll way, is still four furlongs 
ahead of electric refrigerators. 

I do not wish to be put down as a 
reactionary who is intolerant of scien- 
tific advances, but until some system 
is devised by which it is possible to 
unhinge home-cooked ice without call- 
ing in a safe-blower, Bernarr Macfad- 
den, Sonja Henie or the Wickersham 
Committee, I am going to cling to my 
mid-Victorian manners and my long 
fHannel night-gown. 

( Editor’s note: For Pete’s sake, get 
to that college boxing stuff!) 


H mM-M-M. That is just like an edi- 

tor. Taking them as a group they 
are very difficult persons. They do 
not appreciate the finer things in life. 
All they want is dull, factual stuff: 
“Peggy Hopkins Joyce, 60000 Park 
Ave., today married Oscar Oatmeal, 
penniless win- 
dow washer... 
culmination of 
childhood _ ro- 
mance ... ful- 
filment of idyl- 
lic love-pledge 

and, well 
vou get the 
idea. . . 


me SPORTS 


At that, I think Eddie Eagan is 
probably the best all-around battler the 
colleges ever turned out, and if it were 
not for the unfortunate and altogether 
deplorable circumstance that his fam- 
ily had plenty of potatoes—money to 
you, Mr. Morgan—it is quite possible 
that he would have been some sort of 
a world champion. 

Mr. Eagan was a member of one of 
the Olympic bobsled teams, and al- 
though he is packing quite a few years. 
so many, in fact, that some of the vul 
gar sports writers are referring to 
him as the Mike McTigue of the ama 
teurs, he tells me he intends to fight 
for the international championship 
next summer out in Los Angeles. 


Bcs in 1920 Mr. Eagan, then of 
Yale—and later of Oxford—won 
the light-heavyweight championship 
of the Olympics. Even then he was 
something of a veteran. Three or four 
years before he had stood up befor: 
Dempsey, then just a tough young 
mug coming along, minding his own 
business and trying to do the best he 
could. 

“T will never forget that fight,” says 
Mr. Eagan. “I was about 17 years 
old and weighed 155 pounds. It was 
some sort of a benefit. In those days 
Dempsey used to sing while he worked 
—an old song, ‘Everybody two-step, 
grab a girly girl.’ It was his way of 
putting rhythm into his punches, and 
when he said ‘girl’—wham!—he let 
the right hand go. 

“T would not care to say that Demp- 
sey was a charming singer, especially 
without music, but he gave me plenty 
reason to respect him that night. I 
managed to hit him with a solid punch 
at the start, which had the same par- 
alvzing effect of flicking an iron horse 
with a fuzzy cotton pipe-cleaner. 

“Three times within the next sev 
eral seconds he clipped me_ with 
punches that (Page 29, please) 














sin eee 


1 . 
ech iene Ns Atte bite. hina Lime tate a a 























||DEAF AND 
| DUMB 
INSTITUTE 





















































DEAF AND 
DUMB 
INSTITUTE 









































DEAF AND 
DUMB 


INSTITUTE 
Sasi 
































DEAF AND 
DUMB 
INSTITUTE 









































ere 





a 





JUDGE 


f 





“On that?” 





“No, I won’t go to no dance with no flask-toting bum!” 
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The Question 


HE Republicans have found a 

candidate, all right, but how do we 
know that the candidate will find any 
Republicans ? 


And these new magazines apparent 
ly think that depravity is the soul 
of wit. 


Now that we have a wiper to enable 
us to see through the windshield, all 
we need is something to enable us to 
see through the wiper. 


There is plenty of silver to be had 
in this country, says Arthur Brisbane. 
Yes, we know. It’s just around the 
corner of that dark cloud. 


And while they’re holding that dis 
armament conference at Geneva, why 
not have our delegates propose scrap- 
ping the battleship newsreels? 


All that American reformers seem 
to want is life, liberty, and the pur 
suit of other people’s happiness. 
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News of February 29 { 

Yrrose born on February 29th have 

only one birthday every four years, 
ind those married have only one an 
niversary, etc. Thus we find news 
items as follows: 

Cleveland, Feb. 29:—A_ surprise 
party was given Mrs. Hank Mader 
today in honor of her seventh birth 

; lav. The guests rushed into the home 


of seven-year old Mrs. Mader in high 





rood humor. Happy shouts such as 
Who'll squeeze the oranges?” and 
Where’s the ginger ale at?” wer 
eard. “IT haven’t had such fun since 


| was six years old my last birthday,” 
ivs Mrs. Mader. “Gimme a bromo 
eltzer.” 

Seattle, Feb. 29:—William H. Sel 
len, the twenty-year-old grandfather 








of Judge Selden, is recovering from 
the gout. 

Miami, Feb. 29: Sally, Mary, 
George, Horace and Charley Terry 


a 


ave returned from college to be pres 





ent today at their parents’ sixth wed 
iY ding anniversary. Sally, George, and 
Hlorace graduate this spring. Parents 














‘ , , . ed 
“Yes ma’am ...a brush for every pur pose that’s our motto. 


who have been married much longer 
than six years might well be proud of 
such a family. 

Dallas, Feb. 29:—Shotgun Treat 
was sentenced to three years in the 
penitentiary today. In announcing 
sentence the judge said the three years 
might be shortened to ten by good be 
havior. 

Los Angeles, Feb. 29:—The spell 
ing contest held by the Los Angeles 
public schools was won today by 
George Stoddard. His father and 


mother are doubly proud as today is 


TOTO LL LOLI EE LLL ee Nt 


George’s second birthday. 
—'T'om Sims 


In the Bag 


Ws: notice that the baseball clubs 


are going in for economy in a big 


way. Well, here’s a suggestion that 
eee will save them a lot of money—cut 
down the paper bags to the size neces 
sary for the number of peanuts in 
them. 
And if officials are planning to have 
something novel at the opening of the 
; “Paid your income tax yet?” new subway, how about a trip with 
“Nope—not vulnerable.” the seats occupied by women? 
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Van Auk, Esq. 














IZAAK STAMFORD 


“Fishing Becomes a College 
Course at Stanford University” 


Headline. 
“M:?: CLARKE... Ste p to the black- 
” I 


ywoard and draw six methods of 
disentangling a fishline from an old 
tree stump... Mr. Atkinson, will vou 
kindly pass around this can of night- 
crawlers—one to each man, please . 
Thank you... Now, gentlemen, you 
will please smear yourselves with fly 
dope and pay strict attention to the 


lesson... Adams! Take your land- 
ing net out of the aisle before I re- 
port vou to the Dean... Izaak Wal 


ton, in his Compleat Angler, says, in 
his chapter on still fishing for perch 

Mr. Anthony! Do you want to 
scare every fish in Palo Alto? 
Then, stop talking. 

“Mr. Blyth, will vou kindly put on 
vour waders and come before the class 
... Thank you... Now, gentlemen 

Mr. Blyth will assume that a brook 
trout has risen over near the bookcase. 
I will place this scrap-basket on the 
exact spot where he broke water... 
So... Now, Mr. Blyth—I want vou 
to cast a Silver Doctor and a black 
gnat into the basket... Mr. Dier, will 
vou climb up on your desk and take 
Mr. Blyth’s hooks out of the chande 
lier? ... The class will turn to page 49 
until Mr. Blyth untangles his line 
and rewinds his reel . . . Gleason! 
Wake up! Where would you be if 


vour line snagged on a stump? 


Just for that remark you will remain 
after the class is dismissed and prac- 
tise surf-casting for an hour. 
*Now—has every gentleman a 
grasshopper? ... Take the grasshop- 
per between your thumb and index 
fingers ...So...Mr. French! The 
class is waiting for you ... Step to 
the desk and get a fresh one, then 
..+ Hoff! Do vou know you're in a 
rowboat? ... Well, hadn’t you better 
sit in the middle of your seat before 
you fall in? In the final examinations 
you'll wonder why you don’t know 
the difference between a salmon and 
a rubber boot . .. Mr. Harbeck— 
you're holding your fishing rod like a 
horsewhip. Perhaps you'd like to drop 
the course and major in History . . 
Then, just remember, you're supposed 
to be sitting on a rock in the Sierras. 
“MeClement—what would you do 
if two bass got on your line at once, 
and you had no landing net? ... Orth 
can you answer the question? ... 
If you stopped opening clams for a 
minute and paid attention vou might 
learn something about it... Lane— 


(Page 31, please) 
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OUR OWN OLYMPICS 
The Ashcan Shot-Putt 
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“WV at last Ah found out what dis piece 


of sculpture is for: 


Peep-peep 
VW: LL, it will soon be Spring and the tree-sitters will 
be climbing into their high perches and the baseball 
hold-outs will be coming down off theirs. 


There is very little waste in conducting a spe akeasy in 
Brooklyn. The customers drink the liquor and then the 
bottles are stored away until summer when they are sold 


to baseball fans for throwing purposes. 


China should try at once to get from Gi rmany her 


formula for losing a war and making the victors pay for it. 


Advice to Professionals 

(ho haven’t asked for it) 
Te: The Taxi Driver. 

Cut out all this business of cour 
teous “Thank you's” when accepting 
a tip. A disgusted grunt will do just 
as well, or even a sour glance as you 
pocket the change and roll off.  Al- 
ways remember that you are doing 
vour fare a favor by merely convey- 
ing him. 

Don’t be a piker about horns. Think 
what a noise you could make with two, 
or three, instead of one! You will at 
tract no end of notice then, especially 
if vou work them continuously when 
hie ld up in a jam. 

Turn all corners, regardless. It’s a 
lot easier for a pedestrian to leap 
aside than it is for vou to swing a two 
thousand-pound bus, isn’t it? ‘Tell 
them so, if they say anything, and 
Make “Em Hear It! 

Make it a point not to have change. 
Especially around railroad terminals 
and theatres, where doormen are snap 
ping and horns are hooting just be- 
hind. In case the fare gets peevish. 
merely snarl at him, “Sa-ay, do I look 
like a banker?” He will probably re- 
lieve your mind on that score. 

Keep vour fare mentally alert by 
sticking your head back into the cab 
every so often and inquiring, “What 
number was that now, buddy?” Ther: 
is no reason why vou should tire your 
brain any more than he should. He'll 
be glad to keep you posted—espe- 
cially if he has his girl along an 
has just said, “Through the park 


first.” —STANLEY JoNES 





The Girl Who Didn’t Get Out and Walk. 
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“That’s Where My Money Goes—” 


VW Set by thie pap rs that at last thre secret 1s out. Now 
} 


we know where all the money went when the depres 





sion hit us. If you re membe fr. eve ry nickel disappe ired 
overnight and hasn't been seen or heard from since. Seven 
were observed flying north over Albany by early risers in 
the factory districts. but none other have come to light. 
Well, according to the papers, this is where the money 
went: Inte rnational financie rs borrowed it all trom 
American bankers at 2 per cent. and loaned it to Germany 
it 8 per cent. She in turn loaned it to American: loan 


t 

sharks at 30 per cent., and now they're lending it out to us 
it #2 per cent. So we're getting our money back again. 
and eventually will have it all back. But in this whole 
process, somebody is left holding the bag, and we're sure it 


isn't the international financiers, nor the American bankers. 


nor Germany. nor Russia, nor the American loan sharks 


Who—then ° N.S 








“Wonderful party, isn’t it?” 
“Vesh—who’s giving it?” 


The Red Delegation Arrives 


] peuzcates march en masse to the 
White House. Demand immedi 


interview with the President 

Told must wait their turn with Elks. 
\merican Legion, and Chambers ot 
{ ommerce. 

March en masse to Congress. Ds 

ind immediate relief for miners in 
South Dakota. Reminded that thers 
has never been any mining done in 
South Dakota to speak of. Demand, 
invway, relief for miners elsewhere. 

March en masse to the Library of 
Congress. Demand of personnel that 
hev place entire works of Karl Marx 
m the shelves. Pointed out that 
Marx has been on the shelf long be 
fore most of them were born. 

March en masse to the Treasury 
Office. Demand that many mor 
treasury notes be spread throughout 

land. Told it’s a ve rv good idea, 

nd something will surely be done. 

March en masse to the United 
States Supreme Court. Demand that 
ll jails throughout the land be 
eared of Communists. Justices 
shrug and answer that it’s what the 
wardens themselves have demanded 

Marched en masse home.—A. FE. “§ hope John wore his heavy underwear! ! 
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ell, there’s Roosevelt, Ritchie, Smith and Baker ,—what d’ ya say?” 
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Never Again 
HiAT may have occurred in 
China by the time this pag: 
appears, it Is of course impos- 
ible to guess at the moment of writ 
ng. All the more reason for putting 
to press while still uncertain of events 
ind still free of hysteria this declara 
tion: 

This page, while under its present 
ditor, will not lend its support, for 
what little that may be worth, to any 
war now or at any time. Too recently 
we have had it beaten into our brains 
that vengeance is but the fool’s reply 
to insult, that blood spilled cannot be 
wiped out by spilling a hundred times 

ore blood, that not only does war 

ttle nothing, but a war now would 
bring to ruin, even for the victors, all 


that men cherish. 


The Issues of 1932 


VW: announce herewith the first of 


the winners in our letter contest 
on the “What 
should be the issues in the coming 
Presidential other than 
prohibition?” Fifteen prizes were ot- 
fered. The writers of the five best 


letters receive two-vear subscriptions 


following question: 


campaign 


to Jupce. The writers of the ten next 
best letters receive one-year subserip 
tions to Jupce. The winning letters 
will appear on this page during the 
next several weeks 
the order of merit, except that the tive 


not necessarily in 


which win two-vear subscriptions, will 
ppear first. 





From Julius Reich of New York 
Uity: 

“It is about time that the Federal 
Government did something for us in 


stead of to us. 
“There is no better time than now 
for our Uncle Sam to exercise real, 
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practical pate rnalism, not by offering 
us more advice, not by presenting us 
with more rules of conduct, or by 
meting out severe punishment for in 
fractions of his rules. 

“Now is the time for our paternal 
Washington to 
lend a helping hand to its wards, 


istic government at 


whom it attempts to guide and pro 
tect. 

“It can do this by seeing to it that 
every able-bodied man in these United 
States is emploved at all times. It 
such an end can be achieved in no 
other w av, let it be assured by means 
of unemployment insurance. 

“There are several ways in which a 
state of constant employment can be 


achieved, once it becomes a part of 


this government’s policy to keep all 
its citizens gainfully occupied. 

“Whatever form this insurance or 
assurance against unemployment may 
take, the fact remains that there is, 
and always should be, work for every 
one, 





“Neither should it be nece ssary to 
create a war in order to supply every 
one with a job, nor should wartim« 
necessity be the only incentive for 
raising billions. Such billions could 
now be used for work of construction 
instead of destruction; there is enough 
need for such work.” 


From C. M. Price of Ottawa, Can- 
ada: 

“IT beg to submit herewith five 
planks for the party platform. All 
hands and the cook will now turn out 
with horsehide gloves and heavy over 
ills to handle them. 

No. 1 plank is the abolition of the 


lame duck session. This will clear 


the way for the heavy stuff. 


“No. 2 plank is sound but full of 
knots, and bristles with rusty old nails. 


in 





It is the readjustment of war debts. 
Question: What cash value has been 
assigned to the services rendered by 
Great Britain, France and Italy for 
holding the line from the time the 
United States entered the Great War 
until her troops took over a substan 


tial sector of that line? Post the an 
swer on the credit side and consider 
the account closed. 

“No. 3 plank consists of the aboli 
tion of nuisance taxes and _ intricate 
customs tariffs. To balance the budget. 
substitute 


paving 


taxes, 
particular attention to the 
higher incomes. Dinge the High Hats. 


increased income 





“No. 4 plank is the general over- 
haul of all existing legislation with 
the object of scrapping the junk and 
simplifying what little remains. This 
plank may prove to be a whole lum 
ber vard, 

“No. 5 plank is the chief concern 
of the great ma jority of the popula 
tion, namely, unemployment, its im 
mediate ultimate cure. 
Desperate conditions require strong 


relief and 


remedies. 

“Let the party slogan be ‘The 
greatest good to the 
ber.’ ” 


greatest num- 


More Noble Experiments 
[47 year, 16,178 new laws were 
. passed in this land ot free whe ed 
ling. Congress handed us 1523 new 
ones. The rest came from the State 
legislatures. The total cost of the 
sessions which did this magnificent job 
was about $10.000.000. The cost of 
trving to enforce the new laws can't 
be estimated. Nor can the cost to 

the citizen trying to evade them. 
We haven't seen any statistics on 
the number of laws repealed last vear. 


—R. J. WW. 
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LETTER OF A SELF-MADE ATHLETE 


By Rex Deane 
1) AR Pop: 


Things have been breaking pretty lousy lately and 
here’s what happened. When I got to N. Y. for the Cow 
boy Toots match I was told by Mike Pounds (my man- 
ager) that I wasn’t a big enough drawing card just vet to 
go on with Londos. He told me that it was fixed for Toots 
to toss me this time and then have a rematch which I was 
to win. I tells him nuthin’ doing, but his word goes around 
here, and rather than look for a cosy bread-line, I says oke, 
and the match was on. 

Well, I told you about this Toots, and how I once played 
football against him. He ain’t changed none, except to 


get uglier if possible. “So you're the new diving champ, 
ch?” he eracks as we come out grappling. I am too dis- 


gusted to answer, what with having to take it in the tank 
and all. LaRue was in the front row and I was plenty 
burnt up. We stall around for over an hour and then 
the dog hoists me up and dumps me into the press box. 
When I came to I had a fifty-word U. P. dispatch written 
across the back of my neck! 

Afterwards, over a beer in Dutch’s, I hear that Toots 
has it in for a certain sportswriter who has been panning 
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“Sure, I practice passive resistance; but I don’t see why 
I can’t wear a steel helmet.” 
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“Look, Emma—rugs from our Massachusetts branch!” 


his act. This was his fancy idea of a 
pay-off—the big ox! Well, this about 
washes me up in New York. My neck 
is so stiff I couldn’t turn it to watch 
Marlene Dietrich climb on a bus. 

Anyway, Pop, here's the big news: 
while I’m sitting over a few more 
schooners, a young doll comes over and 
speaks to me. She says she is Katinka 
Van Zach and she’s just crazy about 
big, strong men. She tips me off that 
she is on her way to Florida in the 
morning. That gives me an idea, why 
not go down there to recuperate? 
While I’m thinking it over the door 
opens, and who breezes in but LaRue 
and Toots! 

The next thing I know, I dive over 
two tables and grab the big palooka. 
I hoists him up and tosses him over 
the bar. Gee, it was swell! Glasses, 
bottles, mirrors—even the cash reg- 
ister tips over and taps him on the 
bean. 

About eight guys started to work on 
me with chairs and bottles, and some- 
where in between I felt LaRue’s nails 
chipping away. The cops come in and 
it looks pretty bad, but this kid Van 
Zach flashes a few cards and one big 
smile, and all is quiet on the Potomac. 
Honest, her old man must be a big 
shot! She takes me home in her car 
and I promise to come down South for 
the winter “social season” as she calls 
it. But strictly as a matter of friend- 
ship. 

Maybe I can get a job wrasslin’ al- 
ligators for the newsreels. I'll send 
you a grapefruit, Pop. 

Olive-oil cherry, 
your son BULL. 
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“For Pete’s sake, go on down and fix the furnace, 
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irH negligible exception, the 


musical comedy made trom a 

play is as dispiriting as the 
play made from a novel, the novel 
made from a play, or wine made from 
a brick. We have had another exam- 
ple recently in the case of “Through 
the Years’ extracted from 
Through”, Although the 
and skilful Brian 
volved in the proceedings, the result 


was no more 


“Smilin’ 
intelligent 
Hooker was in 


fortunate than usual, 
When Vincent Youmans’ band wasn't 
playing, the stage was a gloomy and 
depressing thing. 

Why anyone should want to take a 
play that was dull stuff in the first 
place and waste many thousends of 
dollars trying to persuade audiences 
that it is a gay show by the dubious 
expedie nt of having one of the male 
characters periodically deject himself 
upon his rear and another intermit- 
te ntly pinch one of the female charac- 
ters in her exiting anatomy is just 
another of the many riddles that en- 
tertains a reviewer who has sense 
enough to keep his own money in the 
bank. Yet year in and year out the 
gentlemen of the theatre continue thus 
to make Chile bonds seem relatively a 
What 
adds to the puzzle is that they seldom 
pick on a good play to serve as the 


wonderful form of investment. 


basis for their musical comedy, but 
pretty generally—with unearthly cun- 
ning — manage to select something 
that, when it was shown on the legiti- 
mate stage, chloroformed the interest 
not only of most of the professional 
reviewers, but made many of the more 
reputable lay customers vamoose right 
over to the News-Reel Theatre. 

The answer that the gentlemen in 
make, lifting 
their voices so that they can be heard 
above the champing of the storehouse- 


question customarily 


dray horses, is that good original 
books are hard to find and that as a 
consequence they have to fall back 
upon old plays willy-nilly. While 
there is surely something to be said 
for the difficulty of getting hold of 
good original books, there is neverthe- 
less vers little to be said for the ne 


JUDGE 


cessity of falling back upon the kind 
of plays that they usually fall back 
upon. There are some plays that. 
while they might not make good musi 
cal shows, would at least make much 
better ones than the kind the gentl: 
But do they 
t xercise the mselve s to tind these more 


men currently confect. 
suitable plays? The answer is identi- 
cal to the answer to the question, 
Wouldn't you rather have a brunette? 
Just as it was a sound stroke of show 
“Old Heidelberg” 


ind turn it into a musical show, as the 


manship to take 


play was essentially well suited to 
the musical form, so might there be 
some judgment in doing the same 
thing with Ludwig Fulda’s old play, 
Friends of Our Youth,” or Jerome 
kK. Jerome’s “The Great Gamble.” or 
Max Beerbohm’s “The Happy Hypo 
crite,” all more or less naturally fitted 
to the musical medium and all, inci 
dentally, rather promising from both 
a box-office and critical point of view. 
But those aren’t the kind of plays 
that the gents think of. 

What they think of, I am_ not 
AY sufficiently astute mind-reader, de- 
spite a long and careful study of 
Anna Eva Fay’s technique, to make 
out. It seems to be their practise to 
take a play no more properly adap- 
table to the music stage than Piran- 
dello would be to vaudeville and meta- 
morphose it into what they imagine 
is a satisfactory musical comedy by 
singing the love scenes instead of 
speaking them, injecting into the dia- 
logue an injunction to go to hell at 
intervals of every fifteen minutes, hir- 
ing a clog dancer for the role of the 
heroine’s young brother, and hanging 
the scenery with at least three thou- 
sand dollars’ worth of artificial wis- 
teria. On certain occasions, their in- 
genuity being of a superior brand, 
they amplify this rich species of im- 
agination by introducing a squad of 
chorus girls dressed as bridesmaids 
and carrying bouquets of several hun- 
dred dollars’ worth of more artificial 
wisteria, together with a .scene in 
which the front wall of the house 
fades out into a serim and_ behind 
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THEATRE 


of George Jean Nathan 


which there is enacted the tender 
spectacle of grandma’s wedding in th: 
long ago, the while old Uncle Owen 
and old Uncle Lipschitz, seated at a 
garden table under still more wisteria 
and in a purple light, wistfully sip 
their cognac and sigh, “Ah, twenty! 
Ah, to be twenty again!” 

Well, Mr. Nathan, for one, begs to 

be excused. 
* * * 

“Tr Booru Hap Missep”, by Arthur 

Goodman, is, as the title implies. 
a conjecture as to what would have 
happened if John Wilkes’ bullet had 
gone afield in Ford’s Theatre and. 
with complete negligibility, had mere 
ly killed one of the stage actors. It 
naturally introduces the relevant his 
torical eminentos: Abe, Thaddeus Ste 
vens, General Grant, William Seward. 
Edwin M. Stanton, Andrew Johnson, 
Chief Justice Chase and so on. In 
this, as in all such exhibits, the chiet 
diversion of most of the customers 
lies in a contemplation less of the vir 
tuosity of the playwright and the act 
ors than of the latter’s make-up boxes. 
The circumstance that an actor has 
succeeded in making himself up as a 
passable counterfeit of this or that 
historical personage is generally ot 
more interest to the average playgoer 
than what the playwright makes him 
say or do, the truth of which is to be 
found in the fact that when some such 
play as Perey Mackaye’s “Washing 
ton” or Maureen Watkins’ “Revelry” 
—be it good or bad—discloses a 
Father of His Country who disturbs 
the customers by persisting in looking 
too much like Walter Hampden or a 
President Harding played by an actor 
six-feet two-inches tall and devoid of 
even the semblance of a belly, the cus 
tomers will gruntingly have nothing 
to do with it. 

Such exhibitions are basically tour 
naments in taxidermy before they are 
plays. The finest play ever contrived 
about Napoleon, say, wouldn't stand « 
chance with the trade if its leading 
role were played, however magnifi 
cently, by an actor who so much as 

(Page 32, please) 
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When Moscow Librettists Meet 


“H I, THERE, 
“Oh, 


same old things, Dmitri 


Sasha; what's new?” 


Still plugging away on that tractor 
Looks like a hit, too.” 


“Tractor number? Oh, ves; yo 


number. 


mean the one that goes: 


‘Now let’s get together on this trac 
tor. bovs, 

In the Five-Year Plan it’s a big fac- 
tor, bovs. 


Hot-cha da Mace 


“Yeah, that’s the one. 
your steel unit ditty coming along? 
“Just what I wanted to talk about 
Sash. I'm stuck with it. See if vou 


I start like 


Sav, how's 


can 
this: 
‘I love my steel unit, 
My steel unit loves Ine. 
We feel so happy, 
Like birds in a tree. 
We love Sint 

“Hold it, Dmitri! I see why you're 
stuck. What's the idea of the bour 
geoisie effect?” 

“You mean the birds in the tree? 
Well, I wanted a good rhyme and 
gosh, I didn’t want to drag in any w 
thing about a factory again.” 

“What's wrong with a factory? 

“Well, it’s so overworked I thought 
a little originality might 3 

“Oho, so little Dmitri’s going high 
brow, huh?” 

“Well, it seems to me the most im 
portant thing the racket needs thes 
days. I don’t see how originality " 
little of it, anvway 


vive tne any ide is. 


can hurt.” 


“Hey, hoss 
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“ 


How about buying your Sweetie, here 


, a ticket for the Policemen’s Ball?” 
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...whatta we do with this stuff behind his ear?” 


“Listen to me, kid. I’m an old- 
timer and I know what the mob wants. 
And they want the same old things in 
the same old way, over and over, year 
in, vear out. It’s the old hokum about 
threshing-machine love, Marxian 
moonlight, and propaganding down 
the Volga. Fall in line with that and 
you'll never miss.” 

“Well, I guess vou’re right, after 
all. It’s what they want.” 

“Tt sure is. Don’t be a sap and 
turn down any wooden nickels. They 
are better than nothing.” 

“T certainly won't. G’bye.” 

Artuur EreENBERG 


N= York motto—it’s never too 


late to arrive at the theatre. 


And about the only ones getting 
their faces lifted these days are the 
wrestlers. 
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Go South, Young Man, 
Go South ! 


A xp so, it having come time to do 
““ such things, I filled my rusty 
Rolls-Ruff full of vitamines, pointed 
her nose south, and was off thru the 
Holland Tunnel. Away from the land 
of gloomy innards to the country of 
papayas, brassi¢re bathing suits, and, 
pardon me, sunshine. 

I must apologize immediately to my 
Social Registered reade rs tor choosing 
my second car for the trip. When I 
explain that the sheriff has been chauf 
feuring the Hispano for some time 
now, I’m sure they'll understand. Be- 
sides, the purpose of the trip was to 
see if it was possible to be High Hat 
on the silver standard. 

The first thing I recall on emerging 
from the Holland Tunnel was a heavy 
London fog which settled quite con- 
veniently on the Jersey meadows. 
Neatly blotting out the scent of swamp 
juice, 1909, and the rusty old Model- 
Ts one usually encounters—not to 
mention the most unlovely scenery this 
side of the average Minsky burlesque. 

This kept me busy (thinking is a 
wonderful thing), and before I knew 
it I had escaped from Jersey and 
passed thru Philadelphia without 
\D Like To 
MEE HER, 
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knowing it. Safe in Maryland, I fell 
to congratulating myself for the lucky 
coup. I know I passed thru Phila- 
delphia, because later I found several 
messengers carrying ads to the Sateve- 
post clinging to my fenders. Plus 
several Confederate soldiers who had 
come to Phila. because of hard times 
in the South, hoping to be shot as 
Postmen—or however that joke goes. 


A Baltimore I was able to satisfy 

an old curiosity. I have always 
wondered why all New York off-the- 
arm places are termed Baltimore 
Lunch. Well, sir, I'll be switched if 
it ain’t no phoney! For Baltimore 
is simply feeund with lunchrooms. 
There are blocks and blocks solid with 
them, of which Hasslingers’ is the 
most famous. Nobody takes break- 
fast, tiffin, or dinner in Baltimore. He 
takes lunch, three times a day. So, 
full of a Baltimore lunch which con- 
sisted of raw oysters, cooked oysters 
and oyster pie, I sped on to Washing- 
ton, the Dead City, to spend the night 
at the Willard, the Hoovers not ex- 
pe cting me. 


Qexpay morning, Congress was 
N a ; 

sleeping off its Saturday night as I 
drove around, so I was not tempted to 
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run down any people's choices, as they 
darted hither and thither mailing 
seeds or carrying pork barrels. I did 
see one old, bleary eved codger nest 
ling in an ash can, and was told it was 
a Democrat who was hanging around 
for his party to come in so’s he could 
get a postoffice appointment in Sib 
bernsen, Neb. 

Anyway, after one sight of those 
beautiful government buildings, I sud 
denly understood how political ambi 
tions come to the subnormal American 
who wants a career without work. The 
buildings were ever so reminiscent of 
college ones; and the atmosphere 
around them so redolent of college 
life—going to Washington on the peo 
ple’s money must be a little like going 
to Yale on Dad’s. Once ensconced 
within a ctately marble hall, no on 
would think further of performing 
usefully, anymore than he'd think of 
applying himself to his books at a 
collegiate country club. (Am I bitter! 


Qvpvescy, and before I say “you 
' all,” I was in the South. I felt a 
craving for scrambled eggs in the new 
mown hay. Everywhere I stopped | 
witnessed spine-sitting : 
great trucks kept rushing loads of 
Coco-Cola to parched 


marathon 


southern 
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roats; there was a scent of swe 
otato pie in the air—it couldn't 

been any where else on the globe. 
In Richmond, Va., I clinched the 
ling. Dropping into a restful seat 
t the drowsy old Hotel 
[ heard two lazy, soft southern female 
ces behind me: 

Honey, Ah might could get vou 
some corn for yo’ palty.” 

Honey, that’s mahty sweet of vou- 


Why. Hon vi, 
Ah’d rathuh do.” 
Honey, Ah’ll love vou-all for it.” 


' 


they’s just nothin’ 


Honey, don’ menshun it.’ 
[ turned around finally, and was a 
t perturbed to tind: 1) one Jew 
sh girl; and (b) one Swedish. But it 
was the old South. all right Miss 
Nellie country, suh, sho’ ‘nuff! 


into Noth Cahlina, which dit 
ers from Virginia only in that Vir 


vinia is so crammed with ancient his 


()": then, thru the Coco-Cola Belt 


tory there’s no room for anything mod 
ern to happen. Also, bootleg Coco 
Cola is drunk in Cahlina on Sunday, 
whereas vou can buy it openly in Vir- 
vinia that day. 

Then, uneventfully, 
Southern 
Pines to Rockingham. 
N. C., where I, as the 


saving goes, holed up 


thru lovely 


for the night, in on 
f those old 
iansions that flow all 
ver the place, OOZt 
pre-Civil War cheer 
nd take night lodgers 


for practically noth = 
ng. For two greenies. 


suthin 


1 was given a room 

large enough to bed 

your string of polo 

if you're tak- 
ng them south). 

The third d iN found 

e in Under, or South, 


( irolina. 


ponies 


- 7} 
Lik hmond, 


The first town across the S. C. 
border is called Cheraw. Outside this 
historic center, [ came on my first toll 
bridge. A toll bridge, I have dis 
covered, is a rickety, unsafe affair, 
made out of an old piece of roller 
coaster, that flings a mighty 15-ft. 
span across a raging 6-ft. torrent and 
charges you a large sum for crossing. 
This graft you pay to a crusty old 
It all reeks 
of the far-flung hand of Tammany. 


curmudgeon who is deaf. 


Toll bridges give me an idea. how 
ever, to defeat the Depre ssion, I’m 
going to get me a small river some 
where, preferably one called “Waxa 
mm ihonxie mahoxie loa fling Aa bridge ACTOSS 
it, and go into the Toll Bridge Busi 
Ness. Mac can bye keepe r. He’s 
crusty enough. 

Anvway. I got safely thru the Caro 


linus, even if T couldn’t remember what 










the Governors said to each other, or 
learning how they mine the iodine, 
mentioned on the S. C. license plates. 
And by digressing slightly off the 
Dixie Highway, was promptly in 
Savannah. 


TT! first thing I did at Savannah 

was to fling away the coonskin and 
don the lighties. The coonskin looks 
and feels ridiculous under the tropical 
sun that balms down on this charming 
old town. The next thing I did was to 
decide that some day I was going to 
move out of America and settle in Sa 
vannah. I can speak the language 
(English, not Georgia Jaw Cracker, is 
spoken here and the atmosphere is 
conducive to the practice of those gent 


ler and lazier arts I recommend. 
Well. with one thing and another, 
{ Paq 238, please) 





WUNIDR SAYS YoU 
HAVE 0° BULL FIGHT 

YOUR WAY ALONG 
GEORG A ROADS // 























ecausk Miss Sylvia Sydney is a 
B remarkable actress, because she 

first roused a public by her per- 
a gangster picture, her 
From 
now on she is going to be in erime 
melo-dramas. All I can do about “La- 
dies of the Big House”’ is offer my sin- 


formance in 
owners are taking no chances. 


core condolences to Miss Sydney, to 
hope that she has a comfortable house 
Hills, and makes enough 


resign the 


in Be ve rly 


money to movies perma- 
nently for the stage where, God will- 
ing. she will not have to work among 
pretty blond boys and retired calliope 
ten-twenty-thirty 


players in melo- 


dramas. 


R° BEN MAMOULIAN has made three 

interesting pictures, but in his 
latest, “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,” he 
that either he has not 
recent, well-directed 
tures, or else he worked too long for 
the Theatre Guild. 
he inserts 


again shows 


seen any pic- 
In every climax 
a stupid bit of bird-in-a- 
symbolism such as em- 
ploved by Von Stroheim in the days 
of “The Merry Widow.” With the 
exception of these boorish intrusions, 
the picture is smooth and exact. How- 
ever, difficult as it must have been to 
re-create this old Barrymore thriller, 
in the words of Charles Butterworth: 
Why did they do it? Furthermore, 
instead of making it a real 
an eerie Black Forest ballade, such as 
James Whale almost brought off in 
the first “Frankenstein,” 
it would have made sense had Hoffen- 
stein been sent back to the bar where 
he couldn’t write so well and realistic- 
ally of the nineteenth century, so well 
that he makes the Stevenson tale seem 
real—and seeming real, it is silly. 


gilded-cage 


fantasy, 


section of 


Gove time ago I made some remarks 

and asked some questions about 
the Navy in these columns. I don't 
believe in letting correspondents use 
up space as a rule, but one letter 
brought forth by my piece a bitter 
note from a Navy flyer seems to be 


JUDGE 


By PARE LORENTZ 


well worth 


Here it is, in part: 


in these 
quoting. 


parlous times 
waiting for fourteen 
vears for somebody to take a shot at 
the battle of Yorktown. At last. ... 
You seem to think a battle should lead 
History is full of fine 
battles that have been ruined by shoot- 
ing. Look at the Germans and Eng- 
lish in the Battle of the North Sea! 
They had a fine battle going, good for 


“T have been 


to shooting. 


an indefinite run then someone became 
impatient and started trouble at Jut- 
land. If they had kept that up, of 
course the battle would have been over 
for good. Thank heavens both navies 
had brainy admirals who saw at once 
where that sort of thing would lead 
them so they quit shooting. From 
then on it was a fine battle... . 
“True to our national policy of be- 
ing first in everything we started the 
only perfect battle in naval history, a 
battle that could have gone on indefi- 
nitely if the army had not ruined it. 
At Yorktown we not only made no 
mistakes but we left no chance, no 
loopholes, for mistakes to sneak in. 
We put a net across the river so no 
German submarines could ruin our 
fun. We darkened ship, smoked be- 
hind closed doors, gave up all but the 
barest liberties, patrolled the rivers 
constantly, and spoke in whispers. 
“Now there was a battle for you, 
one that stands head of the list, but 
has nevertheless poor sup- 
port modern historians. Don’t 


received 
from 





Recommended 
“Arrowsmith”’—A highly over-rated if 
carefully produced picture, worth ad- 
mission solely because of Miss Hayes, 


Mr. Bennett and Mr. Anson 


“Hell Divers” 
pr ture 


Panorama naval flying 


“Monkey Business’’—W e¢ 
? 


medres, so mention 


don’t get 
this one again. 


“Frankenstein” 
tious, but 
Whale. 


Miscast and _ repeti- 
fine movie effects hy James 


“Taxi” 
comedy. 


James Cagney knock-about 











misunderstand me: all shooting should 
not be eliminated from battles. Noise 
adds to the hilarity. But 
shooting is something you have to be 
able to take or leave alone. Navies 
often get and some 
thing. The Chinese have developed 
warfare to a fine art. In five thousand 
years they have shot at things and 
never once hit them... . 

“The ammunition manufacturers de 
mand some shooting and here is wher 
the Army causes trouble. 
at anything. 


general 


careless shoot 


They shoot 
They bang away at 
bushes pretending there are men be 
hind them; it’s a lot of fun but sooner 
or later they pick a bush that does 
shelter some men. A few mistakes like 
this and the war is over. And stop a 
war and we are all in a terrible fix. ... 

“Look at the last war. Bricklayers 
getting fifteen dollars a day and riding 
in Packards. 
Peace 


Then what happened? 
declared. And now’ the 
only people with money are the boot- 
leggers—and they are always at war. 
Yours for some good battles——’ 


“Ux Depor” starts out to be 1 

~ comedy. It stops long enough 
to let Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., 
Joan Blondell in the modern 
manner, and then proceeds to get 
slightly dopey and melodramatic. It 
was intended to be one of those swift 
atmosphere pictures, I presume. And 
it could have But it is con- 
fused and ill-conceived. If they had 
stuck to comedy, if they had portrayed 
the action of two tramps in a big rail- 
road station, they might have had a 
good comedy. 

Actually, “Union Depot” does not 
move quickly because it halts to bring 
a girl and a killing into the picture. 
I don’t know why this pause should 
have seemed so long and out of key 
unless it writers and 
producers themselves were not quite 
sure what to do with the thing. I do 
know that the melodrama seems un- 
convincing and that Douglas Fair- 

(Page 29, please) 


was 


sock 
movie 


been. 


is because the 
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“Pardon Me, Madam” 


By Winifred Willis 


\ MONG the more serious problems of 


young men is that of the old lady 
who travels alone. Chivalry is Chiv- 
alry, and all that, but the thing can 
develop so that it will take up practic- 
ally all of a young man’s time. 

With a view to forewarning those 
who have not as vet learned to temper 
their Chivalry with Caution, I am 
venturing to outline a few of the 
trpes which should be approached on 
tiptoe, ready for instant flight: 


The Groper 


This type is seen in railroad sta- 
tions, groping about in a sort of fog, 
laden down with umbrellas, packages. 
magazines and luggage. She is most 
often found yearning around informa- 
tion booths, muttering inquiries, buy- 
ing tickets for just any old place, and 
later, boarding just any old _ train. 
She always has trouble getting money 
out of her purse, and never receives 
the proper amount of change after 
making a purchase. 


The Bee-Liner 


This is the panicky, forward-plung- 
ing type—the type that waits for no 
man (or at least never in the right 
place . The sort that barges across 
waiting rooms, wide boulevards and 
busy intersections, running down any- 
thing that chances to cross her path. 
Heading swift and true as an arrow 
for some unknown destination. The 
great danger of this type lies in the 
fact that the unwary young man Is 
often impelled, through sheer curios- 
ity, to pause and watch her perilous 
advances. If he does, and her eye 
lights on him, he is ruined. For this 
type, despite her fierce demeanor 
and courageous front, is always lost. 














Once in her hands, a young man can 
say good-bye to his plans for the day. 


The Fumbler 

This type is frequently found in 
stalled in a train (the right train, like 
as not) seat located, and struggling 
to get her belongings into the over 
head rack. She never succeeds, but 
will steadfastly refuse all offers ot 
assistance. If persisted in, these 
offers of assistance will throw her 
into such a state of agitation that 
whatever she has in the rack will fall 
down on her. Measureless confusion 
is bound to ensue. About now, the 
conductor will come along, and dis 
cover that she is in the wrong chair. 
Everything has to be moved to an 
other overhead rack. When she _ is 
finally settled, vainly trying to com 
pose herself, and casting wavering, 
suspicious glances upward at her lug 
gage, or across the aisle at you, you 
must sternly check your impulse to 
reassure her in some manner. Know 
ing that anything vou might say will 
be used against you. 

The Nephew Meeter 

She is generally waiting to be met 
by a nephew she has never seen 
since he was six and had long golden 
curls. If you linger even a second, 
she will take you for him, and you 
will have a time of it establishing 
your identity. You can't get out of 
this situation without appearing the 
veriest cad. It is actually easier, once 
caught, to just fill the role of nephew, 
and not attempt to explain anything. 

In addition to these well-defined 
and easily-detected types, there are 
many lesser ones also to be avoided. 
Don't let anybody fool you, the loos« 
old lady floating around is a problem. 





“Hey, Flanagan, can you change a century?” 


26 








a ——— 





Solutions 
of Problems 
in 
Third Annual 
Lenz Bridge Contest 


Teeth look 
WHITER-::: 


feel cleaner 











SPONSORED BY 


GENERAL @ ELECTRIC omg’ San 


‘MAZDA LAMPS 








Below is reprinted the last problem in the $25,000.00 Bridge Contest, 
together with Mr. Lenz’ solution. When scoring is completed, prizes will 


be awarded and names of successful contestants will be published. 


Problem No. 10 
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SOUTH PLAYS THE HAND AT A GRAND SLAM 


IN SPADES. WEST LEADS THE QUEEN OF It’s that clinging mucin-tartar coat 
CLUBS. NORTH AND SOUTH MUST WIN ALL lon teeth that absorbs stain and hides 
THE TRICKS AGAINST ANY DEFENSE BY EAST | their beauty. To make your teeth look 
AND WEST. whiter and feel cleaner you must stop 
CONTESTANTS SHOULD GIVE AS CLEARLY | its formation. 

AND DIRECTLY AS POSSIBLE ALL ESSENTIAL | 
VARIATIONS OF ATTACK AND DEFENSE IN in Resell 3G of Magnesia, Tooth 
PLAYING THE CARDS. CLEARNESS AND DI- | Paste, 44% true milk of magnesia works 
RECTNESS MEAN BREVITY. to keep the mouth alkaline and pre- 


vent stain-gathering film. Your mouth 
feels fresher; teeth whiten amazingly; 





MR. LENZ’ SOLUTION gum tissue soon becomes stronger, 
ies NORTH EAST SOUTH pinker, firmer. 

Trick 1—& O & K me 4 2 Your Rexall Drug Store always has 
: . . “ : " ; : Rexall Milk of Magnesia Tooth Paste. 
3 ; : ig tube—e ; 40 davs’ use! 
e+ ¥ “3 a5 Big tuoe—enough for 40 days’ use! 
5—o 8 > 4 7 & 0 
a Y 3 5 a 9 
7 as 


At the seventh trick, West cannot discard a Club, or North will establish | MILK OF MAGNESIA 
an extra trick in Clubs. Either a Heart or Diamond should be given up. 
North discards from same suit, and South must lead that suit. North wins and | TOOTH PASTE 
| Save with safety—patronize your Rexall Drug 


Store. Liggett and Owl Stores are 
and the last Spade, at the eleventh trick, completes the double squeeze. Rexall Stores too. 


leads the high Club, South discarding from doubleton suit. A Club is trumped. 
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ari £0 Dance 


The Biltmore 
Waltz 


By 
Arthur 


America’s foremost dancing instructor. 


Murray 


MAN'S PART: 


Step forward on left, holding weight 


on last three counts, 2 
4. Step forward on right 
5. Left foot to left side. 


6. Draw right up to left. 


The last three steps, 4, 5 and 6, are 


taken quickly. 


-~——--——»3 


SN UBBED into Shatin vy! 





How a Humiliating Incident re 4 PF on 2caBlae Fh Pi ap 
Ended My Wallflower 7 
Days Forever A Pleasant Surprise 
eVVOU! D you I t ! Iret 2 . . ons a cee 
I'd love to, Tom, but George just a 1 I me how 
ing me f t ma I I had 
. . Ar ia 
Ot ‘ el t I rant of 
I ul W Ww I ed that 
1 I \ I I i and =I 
( Ss y ir ! N I 
t 
you try = om ¢ 
rll bet t 5-Day Trial 
V N if x e never been on a fl r 
: ' t \ M 1a 1 
f t \ M in 5 itt t 
let ce s mail 
ta I t I 64-1 Dat ‘ »y 
be , W arrive ‘ PD 
I ¢ 1 y cha The 
e a finished 
N ! A Murray if 
I i h the r ply 
t r t ‘ f day trial per ynd 
-* 1} \ your money will, & promptly retunded. Don't delay 
; ‘ ar t e your er \ 
I So J \ s 1 i = N Y Y 
ee es ee ee ee ee ee oe me ee ee ee ee oe oe 
| ARTHUR MURRAY, Studio 173 
| 7 East 43rd Street, New York, N. Y 
l To prove that I ' , 
| f I Dar ‘ f 
I I ifn ( 
4 
Reehsienasdipicatencaneien-amamvaie 
oe 








High Hat 


(Continued from page 23) 


it wasn’t anothce hundred thousand 
miles before I had shogged into the 
Gateway City of the 
Biff, Bang, Splutter: 


Land of Boom. 
Jacksony ib fe 


The journey was a little torturous, for 


the roads thru Georgia are 
with unpent cattle. 


crowd d 
Why Georgia cat 
plunk up against th 
and what they find to graz 
on on the road itself I don’t know. I 
do know 


tle must graze 
roadside 
a man must be a good bull- 
fighter as well as driver to manipulate 
his way thru these entang| 
ments without leaving a trail of roast 
beef hash behind. Incidentally . Geor 
gin is crusted with Negro colleges. 
and, as far as I know, presents a vir 
gin field to the Kollege Kut Klothes. 


initi ile d pipe, and ire shman cap sales 


bov ine 


rien. 


\ NIGHT spent in 
~ 


from my 


removing sleep 


road-weary eveballs, 
ind then on down thru the country 
that is a mysterious mixture of phoney 
Spain, and real Spain; the 
realtors; the coun- 
try that Ponce de Leon wrote the first 
travel about; the country 
that broke Ponce’s heart: the country 
of great developments that never de- 
veloped; the country of grapefruit at 
a cent apiece; the country they'll give 
to you if you'll live in it; the 
try of moccasins, millionaires, and, 
above all, a sun that knows no depres- 
sion—down thru all this to Miami. 


{ Boy ’ 


country 
discovered by the 


literature 


coun- 


what a wow finish!) 


\ Boy. 
4 


some 


Eye-Queues 
shelling peanuts, found that 
shells contained only one 
nut, others two, and still others three. 
After finishing his job he saw that 
three times as many shells had pro 
duced three nuts as had produced two, 
and that twice as many shells had pro 
duced two nuts as had produced only 
one. Not over two shells produced 
single nuts. How many shelled nuts 
did the boy get? 

A stenographer, by three 
and three 
made thir- 
“The quick brown 
typing the line once. 


using 


sheets of carbon paper 
sheets of white stationery, 
teen impressions ot 
fox,” ete., by 
How? 


Last week’s: 


q 
*” \ 
/ 
* \ 
4 \ 
vi \ 
” ae ” 
ne 
- 
. 
is* 
* 
\/ 
\ bats 
ut 
™ 
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Junge, Jr. 
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Judging the Sports 


Continued from page G) 


would havt dropped me if he 
en kind enough to hold me 


hadn't 
up. I 
finally said to him, ‘If you hit me again 
| will have to drop.’ His 
Well, don’t try any 
cks.’ I think that experience 
nced me that I should study law.” 
E-ditor’s ; 


r in New York, doing very well, 


inswer was: 
more funny 

con- 
note: Kagan is 


now a 
weve 
nd one of these d ivs may bea promi- 
nt figure in state politics.) 
luthor’s note: 
s time, Gus.) 


N 
ng on the square, 


yund the post othice, 
ite a fighter, and just to keep the 


Make mine a cigar 


ow if we could get Stimson in here 
but kid- 


used to say 


with a note to the Japs— 
is We 


Mr. Eagan was 


ords straight and the story going, 
1) Inpsey outweighed him thirty 


sunds that night in Denver—a hard- 
elled professional in there swinging 


hes at a mere kid. 
\ll that I know about Yale is that 
[ alwavs get the worst seat in the 


SS hox, probably on the theory that 
I ought to be, but there 


it is where 


ist be something 
it the old rail 
ence, Prof. Billy 
Phelps and the 


pre iding elms—or 


do I 


mean palm 

trees 7—that is con- 

ducive to skilled 
AT ickles. 

[ might mention 


Bill Schuette, and it 


vould mean nothing 


to the world at 
rge or Clara Bow 
ilthough I will 


that is taking 


ree 


i lot for granted. 
(nvway, Mr. 
Schuette of ’22 was 

ot the best 
light-weights that 
rer snorted 


rough a belliger- 
nt set of nostrils. 
\ sharp hitter, fast, 


ever, and loved it. 
Another that 


guy 





dough and family kept out of Madison 
Square Garden. 

It’s a stenciled thing to kid English 
fighters. They all Joe Becketts 
or Phil Scotts, commoners born to the 


are 


grueling business, vet failures in first- 
Possibly the be st 


produced since 


class competition, 
fighter 
Jim 


England h is 


Driscoll’s time is a chappy who 
never steppe d into a professional ring 
—Lord Clydesdale of Oxford, ’24. 
Clydesdale was a middleweight. “I 
am just 
forced 


as happy that I was never 
to 


Carpentier, a heavyweight. 


face him,” savs Georges 
You may 
recall that Carpentier won the light- 
the 


heavyweight championship — of 
world and later fought Dempsey. 


There is a theory that courage and 


red corpuscles spring largely from 
poverty and grub-staking. <A theory 
is right. I like to remember the fact 


that his jolly old lordship in winning 
the championship of the British Isles 
knocked out four Scottish coal-miners 


ind outpointed a fifth—all in one 

night. 
I'll let you in on a secret. Winchell 
doesn’t even know 


it. From the begin 
ning I been 
trying to get around 
to Steve Hamas of 
Penn. State. But 
you know how it is. 
People keep drop 


ping in, 


have 


the phone 
keeps ringing, and 
that Coolidge 
when he starts go 
ing you just can't 
stop him. I suppose 
he is all right on a 
party, but when you 
have neighbors with 
babies.... ! 
Hamas is the best 
heavyweight fighter 
the colleges 
ever sent to the 
fessional 


have 
pro 
ring. He 
knocked out Tommy 
Phila 


never 


Loughran. 
del phia 


has 
been the same since. 


Judging the Movies 


(Continued from page 24) 


inks, Jr., is entirely too kipper in 
clothes to 
n impersonation 
‘amp. 


iis form-fitting give 


you 
of a made-over 
Union Depot” is important simply 
have a mani- 
of 


gets 


once again 
of the 


eroine: i. e. she 


ecause we 


movie 
who socked. 
from the Lillian Gish 
couldn't 
change on a street car. The girl-of-the- 


station new 


ty pe 


[t is a tar cry 


heroine who even count 


hour is the girl who can absorb right 
ind left hooks with a smile. Perhaps it 
the 
God willing, 


is only reflection 


of a national 


spirit. it is so. 


“ 


Woman ComMMANDs”’ brings 

= Pola Negri, slightly woode n and 
very self-conscious. It also brings us 
Roland Young once again, as an aim 
less king trying to have fun in a tire 
some world. 





| 
| 





us | 





‘ iQ (Ss 
=v GAY 
@lS Teresa eli ow, 


That unpopular 


Williams girl 


a 


,™ 
surrounded by stags 


| was too bad really, but who w anted 
to dance with a girl who never said 
anything. And looked so heavy-eyed 
and dull. Bad complexion, too. And 
then she found a way to end her 
indigestion. 

Sometimes the difference is slight 
between radiant good health and an- 
noying digestive troubles that spoil 
your good times. Many people have 
found that Beeman’s is a great help 
in aiding digestion. Dr. Beeman was 
a real benefactor to make a delicious 
cum that would provide so much hap- 
piness. Chew Beeman’s every day. 


Cheuz 


BEEMAN’S 


PEPSIN 
GUM 





ESPECIALLY 
MADE TO AID 
DIGESTION 
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LEG-O-MATIC 
BRIDGE SETS 








FOR THE MODERN 
Automatic table . . All 
legs open and close wit 
one motion .. . Compact, 
comfortable folding 
chairs have the appear 
ance of real chairs 

GID -:- SIMPLE 

BEAUTIFUL 

Sold At Lead ferfteeret of Furniture Stores 

LORRAINE METAL MFG co., 352 FOURTH AVE. NEW YORK, MN EL 

The Leg-O-Matic table and chairs 
shown above were selected for use in 
the Lenz-Culbertson Contract Bridge 
_ Contest recently played. 


JUDGE PAYS $10 


For each Cross Word Puzzle accepted 
from its readers. 

















JUDGE’S 
3rd 


Cross Word 
Puzzle Book 


EVERY 
SOLUTION BRINGS 
A LAUGH 


It’s a corker—what a book! 


Loaded with wise-cracks and minus cover 
charges. 





In construction these puzzles are clear | 


and conventional. 
they are deftly 
solver is rewarded by 


Though 


legitimate 


only interlocking words, but laughable 


wise-cracks. 

A compendium of fifty cross word puzzles 
selected from the originals which have 
appeared in Judge. 


The answers are in the back—sealed— 
lest the wind blow them open 
<r ee es ee ee ee ee ee ee oe 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc. 2-27-32 
18 East 48th Street, 
New York, N. Y. 


Dear Sirs: 


Please send me copies of JUDGE'S 
3ed Cross Word Puzzle Book, at $1.50 per copy. 





misleading, so that the | 
discovering not | 


Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 249 
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Submitted by T. H. Merriman, Tonopah, Nev. 


1. 


. 


Wy 


14. 


Horizontal 


4 coin-collector at Peter's expense 

Romulus and Remus sang their Mammy Song to this. 

( ralloping 4 as-bag. 

Farmer's unit measurement to compute his landed 
wealth. (Ed. Note: What wealth?) 

This pitcher use d to go over nicely in the spring. 

This enables an artist to keep up his painting. 

A line of ties. 

To do this, the left is right. 

4 dark subject common to Scheherazade and the Caliph. 

Tra’s singing partner. 

This point is generally brought up by a kicker. 

Verbal crutch used by limping orators. 

A gnasty little gnipper. 

What Jill did before she tumbled. 

A Norwegian ghost-writer. 

What all Holy Rollers make up together. 

Posted. 

It's hard to keep on this street. 

The last letters of a beheaded German poet. 

Hams are always seen on display here—waiting for eggs. 

A channel swept by white-caps (abbr 

Renown 

4 holdup on the bridge. 

Sunday jazz 

Nuts put squirrels in these just to get even. 

China lilies with halitosis 

Which reminds us, the Chinese and Japs aren't the only 
ones who've been fighting over this. 

Horace Greeley'd be surprised to see the modern young 
man going this way. 
toebuck’'s mate 

In Russia it’s a five-year one. We're for Stalin that long 
oursel ves. 

When she holds this card, suggest a goulash. 

You'll find a branch of the fork at this point. 

4 strong follower of Gandhi. 

\ slicker for a waffle. 

Principal quality of the knight with a thousand I's 

To the wonder of everyone, Willie's skin did this after his 
Thanksgiving 

Casual utterance of a Greek cow 

Cleopatra had a bite of this before she went out. 

4 state of Concord (ir 

This is twice the size of the French Quarter. 

The town that would rather burn thar listen to Nero's 
music 

Unap preci: ated Icemen (abbr.) 

You can’t do this without raising a complaint. 

Try this cutoff: use the usual clip. 

A bonny place. 

To eat out 

Hardy perennia! of the human breast. 

These fish are always thinking up some new twist just 
to be different 
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Vertical 


Pienic, swimming, drop-in or political—they're all wet 

A stage imitator of the ordinary pedestrian. 

City on the Euphrates. Now in its 2000th year of de- 
pression. 

What the heroine did to save her ace. 

The beach flapper will soon do this with a smile. 

Pussy-cat's first mate. 

An article of Fifi D'Orsay’s. 

Where Fifi picked it up. 

The cop's round. 

Collegiate still (abbr.) 

This is so nearly his, we'll let him have it. 

It takes a good mixer to make this. 

4 persistent grower in the south. 

Poet's way of breaking even. 

This puts a bite in cheese. 

In a word, this is a typical feminine conclusion. 

Not quite a gentleman. 

What an editor who possesses enthusiasm in any volur 
does. 

A sty 

The country that produced that fast pair of twins. 

This describes a flowing line 

Wings. 

The board of public highways 

Peaches are put in these, 
the shelf. 

What most people do after eating 

When he floated off on the deep river she accompanie 
him on this. 

There's some talk about thie 

Popular display place of the Belgian beach pajama 
(Belgian spelling). 

\ horse caller 

Covered by an investment. 


taken for a ride, and Jand ot 


4 movie without the go-on-home kiss would be this 

Whelp! Whelp! (plur 

Any shine can do this. 

Tt seems an age 

This sets her off, him back, and the jeweler up 

Bizarre result of a gathering of our national figures. 

Where you find the gang when it starts hailing 

Pine. 

This fell down but didn’t go boom 

The unluckiest girl got caught in this kind of tide wit! 
her new bathing suit. 

A high-powered Lincoln. 

Doubtful middle-western state (abbr.). 

Sound made by a yes-man in reverse. 

What a Scotchman adds to a treat when his turn come 
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7 Leaves New York—Visiting 
ST. THOMAS VENEZUELA 

Ss CURACAO PANAMA 
HIAVANA 
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Address caine S Bitters, Baltimore, Md. 


& ») Wb boke BITTERS 


Osa - 


THE 


VANDERBILT 
HOTEL 


Park Avenue at 
T hirty-fourth Street 
New York 
Single room and private bath 
$3.00 per day 


Double room with two beds 
and private bath 
$6.00 per day 





—relieved in ONE minute 
by these thin, healing, safe 
pads! They removethecause 
—shoefrictionand pressure. 


Df Scholl's 
Lino-pads 


CORNS i" | 


Sizes also for 
Callouses and Bunions 


1 T 









Izaak Stamford 
(Continued from page 10) 


what would you do? . Oh—you 
knew the answer but it got away, did 
it? .. Mr. Russell—you and Mr. Hoff 
step forward, please, and grab this 
line as if you were a pair of large 

mouth bass ... Now, Mr. Russell, 
you run around Orth’s desk a couple 
of times, and, Mr. Hoff—vyou pull 


in the Opposite direction as if you 
were snagged on a log. I want you 
all to note that these two gentlemen 
have swallowed my bait hook, lin 
and sinker. Now, if my chair was a 
flat-bottomed boat I'd keep a taut 
line and proceed directly into the 
weeds over Mr. Russell with a gaff 
hook...So0...1f Mr. Russell snapped 
my line I'd row over to Mr. Hoff, 
play him a while . SO... BREN, 


when he was tired out I'd hit him over 


the head with an oar ... Don’t pull 
so hard, Mr. Hoff . . Please. Mr. 
Hott you re pulling me off mv chair! 


“Tomorrow morning the class will 


come in hip-boots and mosquito net 
ting. We are going over to Morgan 


Hall and troll for pickerel i de 
did you throw that sinker at me?... 
You'll take for the week 


clean a 24-pound bluefish after 


Jones! 


and 
the 


zero 


cl iss is dismiss¢ d.”’ 
Jack CLUETT 


No Funds 
Ip you get my check ?”’ 
“Ves. twice. Once from you and 
from the bank.” 
—DvBLIN 


once 
OPINION 
Doctor You are undernourished. 
You should eat mort 

PATIENT 


substantial food. 
The spirit is willing, but 
the groce r’s confidence is weak! 
PATHFINDER 


And an old-timer is a guy who can 


remember when the hero of a novel | 


heroine until the last 
Tr p ¢ OOK, 


York 


didn't kiss the 


page. 
Ne iw 


in the American 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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AT ANY RATE 
The Barbizon-Plaza is a grand 
place to stay 


At our new low rates 
It's the Smartest Place to Stay 





$3 aDay . $17 a Week . $68aMonth&up 





Including Continental Breakfast 





Every room with bath and radio 





Innumerable cultural and 


Entertainment privileges 





Fashionable yet convenient location 





Facing Central Park 





For reservations telephone Circle 
or write for Booklet J 


BARBIZON-PLAZA 
HOTEL 


101 West 58th St., New York 


mes! LIQUOR 


Pe DISPENSED 


adie «BY THE NEW 
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DETROIT’S 


FINEST UPTOWN HOTEL 


+ + is near the General 
Motors, Fisher and New 
Center Buildings, also 


oli felurelelit-Me) (olen 


A courteous thoughtful staff. 
Excellent Cuisine. 


Luxurious rooms at $3.00 per day. 


THE 


Abina ton 


at 700 SEWARD 
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Have you seen Judge—Recently? 



































they’ve got to be good!” 

















Sidney Lenz.......... seNesenneesensesendes “Bridge” 
i SE, : ccceedubsneeeewees Kaccion ee mus “Sports” 
George Jean Nathan......... sige uaiiaa “The Theatre” 
Pe IES bvcksc cewek eed stecedeecceen EE 
SE ee ae sii sénbeesaue “Books” 
Richard J. Walsh......... a eT Editorials 
Bruce Bairnsfather......... See ee i ¢ 


Clive Weed ... 


rT 


in Judge—every week 


Also: 


Johan Bull—I. Klein—Ed Graham—W. Steig—Dr. Seuss 
—Chet Shafer— Margaret Fishback—Don Herold—Forbell 


Jack Cluett—Jefferson Machamer 


and Judge Jr. 





JUDGE 2-27-32 
18 EAST 48th STREET 





NEW YORK, N. Y. 


ms 4 NAME.. 

1 YEAR, $5.00 a 
2 YEARS, $7.80 ADDRESS. 
21 WEEKS, $2.00 Oe 
10 WEEKS, $1.00 STATE... 





ENCLOSED FIND § 
SEND JUDGE TO 








CTHE ‘STTHEATRE 


(Continued from page 18) 


forgot to stick the time-honored cur] 
on his forehead and who didn’t, at 
least three times during the course of 
the evening, shove his right hand into 
the bosom of his coat. Nor would the 
best play ever written about Richelieu, 
say, remain out of the storehouse long 
if the leading actor toyed with the 
customers’ idea of Richelieu to the 
mere extent of appearing in a little 
black moustache. 

These historical plays, be they fac- 
tual or conjectural, amount otherwise 
in sum to little more than talking pic- 
ture versions of the Eden Musée, 
Madame Tussaud and Mrs. Jarley’s 
Wax Works. Though the characters 
are photographed from life, they in- 
variably and paradoxically seem con- 
siderably less real than purely imagi- 
nary characters. The present play- 
wright, not without promise, had a 
considerably more ingenious dramatic 
idea than most of the vendors of such 
historical delicatessen, but out of his 
idea not very much has come. De 
spite one or two effective scenes, he 
might better have abjured the theatre 
and written his tale into a book. 

* . * 


Gometaine called “The Marriage at 


Cana,” by a Mr. MacDonald, 
opened recently down in the Province- 
town Theatre. As it always rains 
whenever a new play opens down in 
the Provincetown Theatre—the only 
clear opening night that the Province- 
town Theatre has ever experienced 





| occurred in the October of 1925—I 





didn’t travel to those ulterior reaches 
to see it. The last time I journeyed 
down there, I got soaked and caught 
such a cold that most of the theatrical 
managers in town began to perk up. 


Nathan Recommends 


“Mourning Becomes Electra” (Guild)—No. 
on the year’s dramatic list. 

“Of Thee I Sing” (Music Box)—No. 1 on the 
year’s music-show list 

“The Animal Kingdom” (Broadhurst)—Bar 
ry’s well-written and pointed comedy on the 
somewhat familiar wife and mistress topic 

“Brief Moment” (Cort)—Behrman’s ditto o1 
the equally familiar maladjusted young mar 
ried couple topic. 

“The Left Bank” (Little)—Rice’s ditto o1 
the not less familiar subject of the literary 
expatriates in Paris. 

“The Cat and the Fiddle’ (Globe)—A senti 
mental book that isn’t gooey and a score by 
Kern that is charmingly unpretentious and 
ear-massaging. 

“Scandals” (Apollo)—Some hummable tunes 
some laughable skits, some good hoofing, s« 
what does it matter about the Howard 
Brothers? 

“The Laugh Parade’’ (Imperial)—Ed Wyn: 


and a humorous evangel. 


Nathan Recommends —With 


Reservations 


“Counsellor-at-Law” (Plymouth)—The fal! 
and rise of a shyster, told with considerabk 
acuteness and also, alas, with a dash of the 
old hokum 

“Cynara” (Morosco)—The fall and rise of a 
wandering husband, told in the same way. 

“Reunion in Vienna” (Beck)—Alfred Lunt 
and the Missus warm up a rather tepid comedy 
into an often sparkling evening. 
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Don't remove the moisture-pr 
your package of Camels after you open it. The Camel 
Humidor Pack is protection against perfume and pou 
dust and germs. In offices and bomes, even 





Humidor Pack can be depended upon to deliver fresh 


So do It” 


You don’t have to tell the woman who 
has switched to Camels the benefits of a 
fresh cigarette. 

She knows all about it—that’s the rea- 
son she stays switched. 

She has learned that the fine, fragrant, 
sun-ripened choice tobaccos in Camels 
have a perfectly preserved delicate mild- 
ness all their own. 


She knows by a grateful throat’s testi- 





“You like them FRESH? 


mony what a relief this smooth, cool, 
slow-burning fresh cigarette means to 
sensitive membrane. 


Camels are fresh in the Camel Humidor 
Pack because they are made fresh, fresh 
with natural moisture and natural flavors 
— they are never parched or toasted. 


If you don’t know what the Reynolds 
method of scientifically applying heat so 
as to avoid parching or toasting means to 
the smoker — switch to Camels for just 


one day—then leave them—if you can. 
“ ) 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 


“Are you Listenin’?” 


R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY'S 


CAMEL QUARTER HOUR, Morton Downey, Tony Wons 
and Camel Orchestra, direction Jacques Renard, every night 
except Sunday, Columbia Broadcasting System 


See radio page of | 


f wrapping from 


of artificial beat, the Camel 


COAST-TO-COAST RADIO 


CaM 


PROGRAMS 
PRINCE ALBERT QUARTER HOUR, Alice Joy, 
Old Hunch,” and Prince Albert Orchestra, every night except 


Sunday, National Broadcasting Company Red Network 


/ mewspaper for time 








ELS 


Made FRESH—Kept FRESH 
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© 1932, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company 


